Results of an Exam
Rather appalled to see learning taken so seriously, I sat
down beside the little black girl from Basra whose desk
I shared, and offered my handkerchief sympathetically.
She was in a moist condition, having come down rather
badly, since her facts, though confident, were always
palpably wrong. She wore grey cotton gloves, with a
glass ring outside them, and she continued to weep into
them and my handkerchief while the teacher and I and
the few who had come unscathed out of the catastrophe
carried on the lesson as best we could.
I came away into the sunlit court, and wondered about
it all
It was a peaceful scene. The children were playing
basket ball at one end. On the high roofs around, storks
had built their nests and stood noisily clapping their bills.
In the kindergarten the smallest scholars were singing
nursery rhymes. The girls strolled about without their
veils and abbas. They might have been a crowd in any
school anywhere. They were well on the way of uni-
formity. Is that what we are trying to achieve by painting
the outside of things everywhere with the same brush?
It seems so, at any rate. But what it will accomplish with
those fiery little mysteries who sob their hearts out for a
quarterly exam still remains to be seen.
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